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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
Well, folks, it’s that time of year again, time for the greatest sportfishing event in the universe…The Catfish Derby ®.  Be sure to mark your calendar for June 27, 28 and 29 for this stellar fishing tournament.  Your application is enclosed.


While we’re on the subject of the Derby, we need to talk about cleaning the Hallowed Grounds.  Bill More and Kent Cooper have put in a long day and got much of the grass cut, but more is necessary.  We will be calling together work parties on evenings and Saturdays between now and the Derby.  Answer the call.

Now for a spot of unpleasantness.  The river has not been well behaved this year.  While it’s our hope that the river will be in good shape for the Catfish Derby, given the heavy rains and the saturated condition of the ground, we ought to give some consideration to a fallback date, should the rains not stop.

CONVENTION HIGHLIGHTS

At the June meeting the delegates to the League of Kentucky Sportsmen’s convention will report back on what was accomplished.  Unless the moon and stars shift their alignment, the report should be full of good news for the future.  Succumb to your curiosity.  Come on out and find out what’s in store for 2003-2004.

TROUT TRIP

Recent heavy rains have made it difficult to plan any sort of fishing event that takes place on a river.  Until the Cumberland stabilizes, planning a trip is a waste of time.  On the appointed day, the river may be raging.  When things return to normal (whatever that is) we’ll put on our thinking caps.  

JULY MEETING

Let’s try to have our July meeting at the Jefferson Gun Club again.  We had a good time shooting last year, so why not return to the scene of a good time?  Let us know what you think.

BULLY PULPIT 

by Terry Sullivan
I went to the recent League of Kentucky Sportsmen’s convention this year with high hopes for our club.  We 
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Home of the world-famous Catfish Derby ©

knew that two of our own were nominated for high awards, Alex Lea as Conservationist of the Year and Hugh Adamson as Sportsman of the Year.  We had two members nominated for office, Alex for NRA rep and myself for NWF rep.  

In a word, our results were mixed.  Alex and Hugh were selected for their respective awards but both of us failed in our bids to be the NRA and NWF rep.  I was quite disappointed to have lost.  I felt that an opportunity to do something big had slipped away from me.  Then, I learned THE LESSON.

The lesson took the form of the keynote speaker, Wade Patterson.  Wade is a fine young man, a college student and a sportsman.  What distinguishes Wade from most other nice college kids is that when he was a young boy, he lost his father in a hunting accident.  Wade’s dad fell victim to a young hunter/s errant shot.   

In his speech, Wade talked about how his mother confronted her grief by giving him the opportunity to participate in the sports his dad so loved and cost him his life.  He talked about the many people who mentored him and helped him get through his loss.  Clearly, it was a moving talk and I hung on every word, especially when Wade mentioned a name from my distant past.  One of his teachers and fishing buddies was my high school football coach, Bill Glaser.  

I hadn’t seen Bill in about fifteen years.  He’d left a successful career at St Xavier to coach at the University of Kentucky.  After hanging up his whistle at UK, he moved on to Lexington Catholic High School where he met Wade.  Wade talked specifically and fondly of how Bill had helped him through a difficult time.  I was not surprised to hear such stuff about Bill.  He always impressed me as a sincere and dedicated teacher, so his relationship with Wade seemed right in character.  It is reassuring to know that some things never change and Bill’s role as a teacher and mentor has carried on through essentially three careers.

The next morning I was still sort of licking my wounds from the previous day’s losses when I decided to give Bill a call.  I wanted to tell him about the wonderful things Wade had to say about him and I also wanted to offer my sympathy for the recent, sudden death of his wife.  I’m quite certain that he was taken a bit aback when he received a mid-morning call from one of his lesser students and athletes.  We chatted about Wade, caught up with thirty-odd years of miscellaneous trivia and spoke of Ms. Glaser.  One thing rang true through our entire conversation.  After thirty-odd years of teaching, a stint in the strain and muck of big-time college coaching to the loss of his wife at the time in most people’s life when they are ready to relax and enjoy life this man is still optimistic and enthusiastic about his students.  In a world where people complain of “burn out” after a couple or three years on the job, this guy has stayed a very straight course, doing what might be the most important work of all; helping kids become worthwhile adults.  Therein lies the lesson.

I had plans of taking the NWF post and doing some things on a national level.  I wanted to change the course of how we do some of our business.  Maybe I wanted to do it for the good of the League or the NWF, but just maybe I wanted to do it to be a big shot.  That’s pretty external motivation and it’s damned selfish.  Wade and his mom taught me a thing or two about overcoming adversity and perseverance.  Bill taught me lots about quietly making the world a better place one person at a time.  Things haven’t changed much from when I was a fifteen-year-old underachiever in geometry class.  Sometimes beating the lesson in is the only way it sticks to some of us.  I guarantee you that what I learned last weekend will be a whole lot more useful to me than the Pythagorean theory ever was.  I’m grateful to Wade for being the first-class kid he is and for sharing his story so freely to so many people.  I’m also grateful to you, Coach.  It took thirty-four years, but you finally got a lesson to stick with me.  It’s a good thing that you saved the most important one for the one that finally sunk in.

The opinions expressed in the Bully Pulpit are those of the author.  They are not necessarily the opinions of the officers, director s or     members of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club, Inc.   But they should be.

The ‘Creeker Gazette is the official publication of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club, Inc.  You can reach us with comments, complaints, submissions, complements and most importantly requests for membership applications.  You can write us at box 22592 Louisville, Kentucky 40222, call us at (502) 228-5464or email us at daking101@hotmail.com.  We’d love to hear from you.

June Meeting Wednesday the 18th


Creasey-Mahan Wildlife Center


Doors open at 6:30 P.M. this month.  Come out early!








